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rapidly, "for three years. I am leaving England
again next week. If you like/ you can come with
me. I repeat the invitation I made six years ago."
"I always imagined/' said Sebastian, "that once
you had finished discovering the sources of the
Amazon you would go into politics."
"No politics for me yet. I'm not ripe."
"If you're not ripe, then what about me?"
"You? Ripe! You've scarcely flowered into
blossom, let alone set your fruit. You've never
come into contact with life at all Come with me,
and learn that life is a stone for the teeth to bite on.
Then after three years you may perhaps come back
with some sense of proportion. Or there may be a
war, by then, which will kill you off. I've no doubt
that you would behave with great gallantry; and
I'll even admit that Tradition, by which you set
such store, will serve you then in the stead of ex-
perience. In the meantime, will you come?"

"Chevron!" said Sebastian in the throes of a
last struggle.

"You'll be a better master to Chevron."
"All right," said Sebastian. "I'll come."
The coach came to a standstill in Grosvenor
Square,

THE END